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That land-work of the folk they might ward

from the loathly.
From ill wights and devils.     But now hath  a

warrior
Through the might of the Lord a deed made

thereunto                                                         940

Which we, and all we together, in nowise
By wisdom might work.    What! well might be

saying

That maid whosoever this son brought to birth
According to man's kind, if yet she be living,
That the Maker of old time to her was  all-
gracious

In the bearing of bairns.    O Beowulf, I now
Thee best of all men as a son unto me
Will love in my heart, and hold thou henceforward
Our kinship new-made now; nor to thee shall be

lacking
As to longings of world-goods whereof I have

wielding;                                                         950

Full oft I for lesser things guerdon have given,
The worship of hoards, to a warrior was weaker,
A worser in strife.    Now thyself for thyself
By deeds hast thou fram'd it that liveth thy fair

fame                                                      ^

For ever and ever.    So may the All-wielder
With good pay thee ever, as erst he, hath done it.